‘ SOEeRE)OURNAL OFe 


ROE AUST 


Rovcee 1924) 


FROM THE 
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SECRETARY 


Past years have seen the June 
issue of Praeclarum delayed for 
weeks with the excuse that mater- 
ial from the contemporary Federal 
Rally be included. It is curious that 
in the now 7 years | have been 
guiding this journal, not once has 
the host Branch thought to pro- 
vide a report on the activity. 1 note 
however that the State journals 
have published their own vig- 
nettes so need we do more than 
list the fortunate winners of the 
various classes of our own con- 
cours? 

Elsewhere, Barry Sparkes our 
Northern Branch Secretary gives a 
very personal account of his sally 
to Shepparton so perhaps | can in- 
dulge in my impressions. Allan 
Bridger, the current owner of the 
ubiquitous Kenway 20/25, GRW 
67, entrusted the machine to me 
for the Rally and it says a lot for a 50 
year old car that the only prepar- 
ation was a check of tyres and a 
clutch adjustment. 

A fellow toiler for the public in- 
terest in Canberra, lan Dunn com- 
mitted himself to realising a life- 
time ambition, and undertook to 
share the driving, not to mention 
the compilation of Federal Con 
ference minutes. Canberra actual- 
ly raised 4 cars; Ton Ginnan’s 
lovely Silver Dawn SBA82, the me- 
chanically superb Bentley $2, of 
the Goudies and Jeremy Gregg’s 
Silver Dawn SDB64 in its new Sey- 
chelles Blue and silver paint. 

Shortly before the journey | was 
treated to a graphic report in the 
RROC ‘Flying Lady’ of a 25/30 that 
had for no apparent reason snap- 
ped a connecting rod and punch- 
ed a hole quite untidily through 
the side of the block. ‘| always 
travel at 60 mph” the owner was 
quoted. Such portents do little to 
promote confidence. When | had 
the legendary Dawn SDB94 | swear 


COVER: Shadows at Shepparton 
Charles Wright's 1911 — Silver 
Ghost, chassis 1524 in sylvan 
setting. Photo courtesy of Graham 
Cornish (order no: 53). 
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“... Andrew Brownell abducting HE the British High Commissiner...”’ 


i could feel the chassis rivets work- 
ing, such was my pessimism. My 
less informed colleages leap on 
these old cars and set off on epic 
journeys without a worry in the 
world. Truly ignorance of what can 
go wrong is bliss. 

Despite the fact that | drove 
little, and that we swapped cars 
every so often, | tried to ring David 
Kenway some 100 miles from 
Shepparton to tell him to bring the 
rally to me! | have certainly been 
spoilt by the Crewe products. 

The Rally in my opinion was 
memorable for the friendliness of 
its hosts. There was no split se 
cond timing and | contented my- 
self with chewing the rag with 
other owners and memorising the 
most conspicuous lies they told 
about their cars. GRW67 was of 
course on home territory. This 
provided a marvellous opportun- 
ity for throw away lines such as ‘‘If 
the Corniche is too wallowy, I'll 
take it and you take the 25’. The 
ultimate was Andrew Brownell ab- 
ducting HE The British High Com- 
missioner, Sir John Mason and us- 
ing him as off-sider for a whizz 
around the gymkhana in the same 
machine. Sir John’s chauffeur Les 
Cooper, a teetotaller who won a 
huge bottle of Scotch at a Lion's 
Club raffle, was guided in DC1 by 
Jeremy Gregg through the course 
but the result was classified. 

Robert McDermott shared his 
Camargue, Peter Crauford his $1 
Continental with a manual box 
and the head was dropped on the 
Wherry’s $1 Continental for a 
freezing trip back to the pub after 
the Concours. 

David Jones having repolished 
the polish on the polish of the 
Horden Ghost, flaunted it with 
practised nonchalance, when 


from the pits came the legendary 
Charles Wright Ghost complete 
with gold plated trim and angels. 
This car exceeded the elephant for 
gestation but the final result was a 
tribute to Charles and more im- 
portantly for his very understand- 
ing wife Dorothy. 

Two Silver Spirits made their de- 
but and were conspicuously not 
available for other than external 
viewing. 

Terance Donovan O'Reilly the 
Bruce wrote to say that we seemed 
to capture the mood and magic of 
the early days of the Club when he 
spent more time driving other cars 
than his own. Terry reminded me 
of the ‘‘haute conduire” of yester- 
year by showing a recent photo 
from an ad using a vintage car 
where one could see the chauf 
feur’s gloved hand. “How 
gauche,’”’ Terry opined; the chauf- 
fer’s hands were always kept be- 
low the sill and of course the foot- 
man’s arms were always folded so 
that his hands were always on 
view. You know all this of course. 

Sir John’s only regret was that he 
was minus his anticipated Silver 
Spur which has only just reached 
Canberra. 

My heresies in the account of 
discovering a 20/25 brought forth a 
vituperative burst from an elderly 
owner in Western Australia and a 
very considered response from 
Tasmania which is published else- 
where. | make no apologies since 
the account produced a response. 
More will follow. 

Finally | would like on behalf of 
all of you to thank our out-going 
president Guy Freeman and to 
welcome the new incumbent Jim 
Kelso. 


BILL COBURN 


1981 
FEDERAL RALLY 
SHEPPARTON 
VICTORIA 
June 1981 


Photographs courtesy of Graham Cornish 
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Cars on the Driver Training Course. 

John Salter’s Bentley $11 — B25CT and lan Edwards’ 
Silver Cloud If — LCC9 

Jim Matches 1950 Bentley Mk V!—- B317FU 

Robert Friezer’s Silver Dawn — SBAI8 

Tony Strachan’s Bentley 3¥2l — B61CU 

Ray Millington’s 25/30 — GGM10 
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10. 
Vib 


Ws 
25. 
26. 


8. 
9. 


Jeremy Gregg’s Silver Dawn 
Adrian Muller’s 1950 Bentley MK VI—B295 GT, 
Jeremy Gregg’s Silver Dawn, Robert Friexer’s Silver 
Dawn — SBAI8 and Keith Odger’s 1954 Bentley R 
Type — BI9YA. 

John Vawser cleaning 1964 Bentley Sill — B334FG 

Keith Wherry and Jock McAusland cleaning the 
covers of 1915 Silver Ghost — 6TB 

1932 20/25 Coupe at the Park Lane Motel. 

Hedley Ladd’s 20HP Tourer — GA52 

John Caryer’s 1923 20HP 
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Max Goldsmith’s 1928 20HP — GBM55 

lan Dunn driving 20/25 HP — GRW67 

Graham Murry’s 20/25 — GBAI and Frank Shield’s 
1933 20/25 — GWX75. 

Derek Hartley’s 1933 20/25 GBAS5 and Gil Ralph's 
1936 20/25 — GTK20 

Gordon Pennington’s 1937 25/30 HP — GRP74 and 
Don O’Donoghue’s 1951 Silver Wraith — WOF29 
Robert Friezer’s Silver Dawn SBAI8 and Thomas 
Ginnan’s 1949 Silver Dawn — SBA82 

Jeremy Gregg’s 1951 Silver Dawn and john Floyd's 
1951 Silver Dawn — SPB100 


39). 
40. 


na 


Bryan Imper’s 1952 Silver Dawn $TC54 followed 


by STH97 

Brad Fyrie’s 1957 Silver Cloud 
Miller’s Silver Cloud — SGF110. 
Keith Brennan’s Silver Cloud II SWC660 and lan 
Edward's 1961 Silver Cloud Il LWB — LCC9. 

Dale O'Sullivan’s 1962 Silver Cloud II SAE305 and 
William Rorrison’s Silver Cloud Ill — SCX191. 

Mrs A. Balfour's 1963 Silver Cloud Ill SEV449 and 
Stan Spackman’s 1963 Silver Cloud Ili —— SDW491. 

Len Ming’s 1976 Camargue — JRH2 1367. 
Michael Eyres driving 1981 — Silver 
ASH01268. 


SED163 and John 


Spirit 
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1953 Bentley R Type — B24YA 

David Cornish’ 1954 Bentley R Type — B130XF 

and Juergen Stark’s 1954 Bentley R Type 

Juergen Stark’s 1954 Bentley R Type and Pat Ryan’s 
Bentley $1 — B95CM 

Keith Wherry’s 1960 Bentley SI! Continental 
BC120AR 

Robert Griffen’s 1953 Bentley R Type — B570TN and 
Barry Sparks’ 1953 Bentley R Type — B23UL. 

John Floyd and Judy Heuzenroeder with David 
Heuzenroeder’s 1951 Silver Dawn — SDB140 

Andrew Ralph cleaning his 1951 Bentley Mk VI — 
B119MB 


. Carl Stockton’s 1955 Silver Dawn — SUJ86 

85. John Floyd cleaning his 1951 Silver Dawn — SDB 100 
at the Lake View Motel. 

86. John Carter’s 1923 20 HP — 76AS, Frank Shield’s 
1933 20/25 — GWX75, Eric Goudie’s 1960 Bentley Sill 
— B413CT and Brad Eyrie’s 1957 Silver Cloud Il — 
SED163. 

87, 88,89. General views at Shepparton. 

91. Andrew Ralph’s 1951 Bentley Mk VI — B119MB, Cole 
Sangster and Frank Thomas in front of Frank’s 1951 
Silver Dawn, and Jim Matches 1956 Bentley Mk VI — 

B317FU. 


FEDERAL 
RALLY 
1981 
DINNER AT 
SHEPPARTON 
CIVIC CENTRE 


Photographs courtesy 
of Graham Cornish 


PEEPEEEELOEEOE PEE EUEL TET Wedded 


Charles Wright and David Jones, 
joint overall concours d’elegance 
winners. 

David Kenway with the Frank Cove 
trophy. 

Allan and Kay Portbury with lan, 
Doris and Sue Edwards. 

Honorary member John and 
Isabelle Salter. 

Frank and Jean Shield. 

Neale and Shirley Folwell 

Gilbert and Nanette Ralph. 


SHEPPARTON AND 
BACK 


by Barry Sparks 


Much preparation was to be put 
into the vehicles for Shepparton 
(Keith Brennan’s Cloud Il, Don 
O’Donoghue’s Silver Wraith and 
my Bentley ‘R’ type). 

Don’s Silver Wraith looked like 
a disaster area with numerous 
parts and pieces still to be fitted. 

Keith’s Cloud blew the brakes 
and dropped its nose in the bit- 
umin (right hand front coil sagged) 
and the ‘R’ type had a blown head 
gasket. 

Not being a selfish person, the 
Bentley was given preference (I’m 
alright, Jack!) head off and ma- 
chined etc. and ready for a trial run 
to McLion’s Bridge. 

Next the Cloud’s brakes dis- 
mantled and bits sent out for ma- 
chining. After much drama and 
chasing of parts, the Cloud had 
brakes. Due to more pressing 
problems Keith left early and 
asked me to check for a misfiring 
at 80 mph! during the road test. 
Went out towards Samford and 
pulled off the road to let some ve- 
hicles past before giving the Cloud 
a short burst on a straight stretch. 
Regrettably, a week of rain and 
clay substance surface and the 
Cloud was bogged. 

After many an Australian adjec- 
tive and “expert” driving the 
Cloud was again on firm ground. 
Marvellous things automatic gear- 
boxes. With much of Samford 
road now up under the mud 
guards the Cloud was road tested 
and seemed ok. 

Removed the R/H/F coil spring 
and had it reset and regrettably 
with Keith’s assistance and many 
hours it was refitted and another 
car was ready. 

Unknown at the time, Keith 
took the Cloud in for an exhaust 
repair and was told the brake 
master cylinders were leaking and 
the Cloud dangerous to drive. 

A phone call and quick drive and 
it was found to be a slight weep 
but not dangerous. Having been 
just overhauled “‘who are you go- 
ing to believe Keith, me or some 
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muffler shop?” Not convinced he 
went home. 


In the meantime the Silver 
Wraith is “slowly” nearing com 
pletion. 


At 8 p.m. the night before we 
were to leave the phone rings. “‘l 
am going in the Honda — | won't 
feel safe in the Cloud.’”’ A_ long 
pause. Midnight, with the tenants 
hanging over the balcony wonder- 
ing what the commotion and 
swearing and muttering was. all 
about and the Cloud was ready to 
go. 

Don assured us the Wraith was 
ready. At 6.30 am Wednesday we 
met at Wacol. After Don was or- 
dered to fit the hubcaps to the 
front we moved out for Sheppar- 
ton. 

All went well until Cunning 
ham’s Gap. The Wraith died on the 
long pull. Later on we were to find 
two rubber spacers under the 
accelerator pedal to protect the 
carpet. Great if you don’t want full 
power. 

After Inglewood we found the 
road covered in water in about 9 


places. Undaunted these were 
forded. Then the mud _ sections 
were encountered. Outside 


Goondiwindi Harvey and Lindsey 
Waugh in the Range Rover were 
going towards Brisbane. “Only a 
bit of water over the road but you 
will be ok.’’ 

Ok for 4-wheel drives~ like 
Ranger Rovers. First the Cloud and 
then the Wraith pull over. 

The water was raging across the 
road. The locals had come out to 


watch and a stream of cars were 
waiting to go through. 

After watching a Holden wade 
through | reckoned the Bentley 
could do just as well. 

Cunningly picking the shallow 
section we went through and to 
the otherside to the delight of the 
locals. The Cloud and the Wraith 
followed suit and we headed for 
Dubbo. 

About 4 pm Thursday, driving 
down High Street, Shepparton we 
spotted Guy and Ailsa Freeman. 
After the “‘hellos and how was the 
trip’ we arrived at Rally Headquar- 
ters. 

Next morning Brad Page and | 
attended the Federal Council 
meeting while Don and_ Keith 
cleaned the 3 cars — $1.20 each car 
to be power-cleaned underneath. 
Well worth the effort. Gordon was 
seen to be walking off down the 
highway. ‘Going to Melbourne, 
don’t leave without me.” 

Friday night — the formal get 
together — meeting old and new 
friends alike. 

Saturday we spent cleaning the 
cars and minor repairs. Keith’s 
heater not working again. Don's 
with a cracked radiator overflow 
pipe. 

Saturday evening a supercharg- 
ed Phantom arrived and pulled up 
in the parking lot with a tremen- 
dous explosion. All came running 
and stood and stared in bewilder- 
ment. Dick Donnelly had arrived. 

Sunday morning and we parked 
amongst 80 odd other Rolls- 
Royces and Bentleys. 


With the exception of one reluc- 
tant Cloud II the collection of ve- 
hicles moved off. After the 2nd left 
hand corner the Bentley conting- 
ent was hopelessly lost. With the 
aid of the Victorian Police force 
and a “‘confident’’ Victorian mem- 
ber, we again caught up to the pro- 
cession of vehicles. 

On the way back from the Con- 
cours at Dookie, Brad and | missed 
the turn off to Shepparton and 
wondered where we were when in 
the darkness we spotted Terry 
Bruce’s 20 HP on the side of the 
road. Saved we _ thought — 
“What's up Terry?” ‘‘Out of 
petrol.” ‘‘Where’s the right road 
to Shepparton?’ “0.0... if | 
know,” says Terry. 

Eventually we found the right 
way and found an open Service 
Station. With a gallon of petrol we 
endeavoured to find the 20 HP 
again in the dark. After some cal- 
culated right and left turns and 
counting of telegraph poles we 
found the 20 HP and got it mobile. 

Back to the motel and ready for 
the formal dinner. 

Itwas to be Queensland’s night. 
The car that travelled the longest 
distance: Adrian Muller in his 
MK.6. from Bundaberg. Best Rolls 
Royce 1955-1981: Keith Brennan’s 
Cloud Il. Best Rolls Royce 1946- 
1955: Don O’Donoghue’s Silver 
Wraith. Best Bentley 1946-1955: 
Barry Sparks ‘R’ type. Best restor- 
ation Company Trophy: Don 
O'Donoghue. 

Monday morning all packed and 
sad to be leaving, we headed 
home. 

Confidently we headed north - 
not aware of what sort of day it was 


going to be. 
About 10-15 minutes out of 
Shepparton, | was out passing 


John Lockridge’s Ghost when the 
Bentley let out a rather rude back 
fire. Slowly we moved in front with 
numerous hick-ups, startled occu- 
pants wondering what was wrong. 
Forced to the side of the road, 
John kindly stopped and said 
“know nothing about these — will 
let the others know where you 
are.” 

The condenser and distributor 
cap were changed. The Cloud and 
Wraith returned with concern. 

About 5 minutes up the highway 
the problem re-occurred. Ap- 
proaching Numurkah | decided 


the Bentley was not going to get 
far without some everlasting care. 
After advising the others, via the 
flashing of headlamps, | pulled up 
outside the pub. 

To the amusement of the locals 
the carbies were dismantled in the 
main street. There lurking in the 
bowels of the float chambers | 
found some water and dirt par- 
ticles. After cleaning this foreign 
matter out and washing it all out 
with metho and now sworn off 
standard fuel | started to re- 
assemble the parts. 

Must admit we did wonder whe- 
ther all those other Club cars that 
went by really meant their wave of 
concern or bloody serve you right 
for taking out so many prizes. O 
well! 

All assembled and switched the 
ignition on. Fuel leaking every- 
where. Numerous gaskets and 
ideas and an hour later it was still 
leaking profusely. 

Bruce and Gloria Ross pulled in 
and kindly offered assistance. 
However all we needed was a flat 
file. After some rumaging in the 
boot of the Shadow, we hada file. 

We then proceeded to replace 
carby surfaces etc. Tried again — 
still leaked. 

In the meantime, numerous 
trips made to the brick building in 
the caravan park by all, Keith suc- 
ceeding in splattering the Bentley 
with pie and sauce. About this 
time Adrian with Alan Robert in 
the MK.6 pulled inandlenta hand. 

Many “intelligent” suggestions 
were made and tried. Still unsuc- 
cessful. Then Keith disappeared 
and reappeared some minutes 
later. 

“Will this help?’ Two odd size 
“O" rings and a sheet of lead. 

“Where’d you get that?’ ‘Don’t 
ask!”’ 


We didn’t. 

These “O’’ rings were to save 
the day. Not only did they stop the 
fuel leak, they were to get us all 
the way home without further 
trouble. 

The Bentley performed well and 
started to stretch its legs for the 
long drive home. 

About 2 pm that afternoon on a 
long flat lonely stretch of N.S.W. 
highway. The Cloud decided it 
was tired and wanted a rest. Very 
quietly it glided to a stop. One by 
one we stopped behind. 

“What's wrong?” 

“It stopped!”’ 

Amazing. 

A general walk around and a 
kick on the back wheel and it went 
again. 

| decided we would stop at the 
next town and have a look. 

Alan was offered a drive of the 
Silver Wraith and gratefully took 
the opportunity, while Brad be- 
came passenger in the Mark 6. 

One by one we moved off for 
about 200 yards when again the 
Cloud stopped. 

Alan jumped out of the Wraith 
and said ‘Fantastic. | drove a Rolls 
and went from 1st to 2nd gear.” 

On inspection it was found the 
fuel pumps were not going to get 
Keith home. 

“Jack it up Keith.” 

“You're not going to use ‘that’ 
jack on this wet ground are you?” 
screamed Brad. 

“Why not? It'll be ok.” 

Don proceeded to do a few 
mental calculations and said “If it 
falls | have Barry’s dimensions 
should the jack let go.”’ 

Sarcastically | replied ‘‘Anybody 
thick enough to lie in the wet mud 
under a Rolls out in the never 
never freezing cold deserved the 
ruddy thing falling down.” 

About this time they all realized 
there was only one amongst them 
who could fix the problem and en- 
sured until he was finished no- 
thing would impair the rectifica- 
tion of the pumps. 

With semi’s flying past at a great 
rate of knots and the smart alecs 
screaming out “buy a Holden” we 
proceeded to fit new parts Brad 
had bought along in case Don's 
car broke down. 

Don was most indignant. 

Slowly the pumps were over- 
hauled. At minus 2°C have you 


ever tried to put a screw %’’ long 
¥a’’ in diameter back into its right 
hole. The pump wouldn't stay still. 

Eventually we were mobile 
again. 

After about 10% hours we had 
travelled a demoralizing 300 miles. 

That night we arrived in West 
Wyalong. Even Don’s _ snoring 
didn’t keep us awake that night. 

Up at 5.00 am, a cup of coffee 
and packed the cars. In a pea soup 
fog we moved out. Very quickly 
the Cloud and Wraith disappeared 
in the fog. With a pair of MK.6 
headlamps in the rear vision mir- 
ror | thought if | take the wrong 
road at least | won't be alone. 

Shortly afterwards in the thick 
fog we caught up. 


North we went — mile after 
mile. 

Stop for fuel and away again. 

Around midday — another fuel 
stop and something to eat. 

“Ready?” 

“Vege!” 


“Want to check my tyre pres- 
sures’’ say Adrian. 

Don driving the ‘R’ type. 

Keith in the back of the Wraith 
reading the newspaper. 

Gordon and | in the Cloud, we 
slowly moved out waiting for 
Adrian and Alan to follow. 

After 5 minutes still no MK.6. 

We pulled over. 

2 minutes later Don alights from 
the ‘R’ walks back to the Wraith. 

“Turn that ...... thing off,” he 
bellows. 

It was about this time the Wraith 
was reduced to 11 mph for some 
reason and Brad had idled away 2 
or 3 gallons. 

After another 5-10 minutes | 
turned the Cloud back towards 
the town. We found Adrian at a 
tyre company. While checking 
the pressures one of the tubes had 
perished and went down. 

Another five minutes and once 
more we were heading north. 

Unaware Brad and Keith were 
acting the goat in the Wraith — 
Keith threatening to sack Brad as a 
driver because of the sorting out 
of gears — 

“You have a spare gearbox, sir?” 
Brad asks innocently. 

Gordon and | sped off to Moree. 

Around 3.00 pm the others wan- 
dered into Moree. After a grateful 
afternoon tea served in the beauti- 
ful surroundings of the Burke & 


Wills Motel, Gordon joined Keith 
in the back of the Wraith. 

Adrian now in the ‘R’ and Don in 
the Mk.6 while | had Alan in the 
Cloud with me. 

Coming into Bogga Billa, Brad 
guided the Wraith into a service 
station. ‘‘The green light had been 
on for awhile.”’ 

It was here Adrian and Alan left 
us to head for Bundaberg. 

Through Goondiwindi and next 
stop to be Warwick. 

Darkness moved in quickly and 
it was at 60 mph | found the new 
headlamp bulbs | fitted were most 
undesirable. 

With a semi racing towards us | 
dipped the headlights. Left hand 
headlamp dipped left as it should 
but the right hand one dipped 
right leaving the roadway black. 

Hair raising to say the least. 

After a few more experiences of 
screaming to Brad could he see 
the road we decided that we were 
stupid to try and continue in this 
manner. 

Up ahead we saw the lights of a 
small town and ! remembered 
there was a spare bulb amongst 
the bits and pieces in the boot. 

Flashing the headlights we 
pulled in. 

Don missed the message and 
sailed onin pursuit of Keith. 

Changed the bulb. We took off 
to catch up. Shortly we met Keith 
and Doncoming back. Advising all 
was now Ok again we headed for 
Warwick. 

Around 8.45 pm Warwick 
loomed up and we knew we were 
almost home. 

In a roadhouse restaurant we 
commented to Don how well the 
Wraith had performed even 
though the fuel consumption was 
poor it had not delayed us. Be- 
cause we thought after standing 


idle for near on 2 years being re- 
stored we expected problems. 

After the meal we started to fill 
the cars with fuel. 

Don drove the Wraith past slow- 
ly and a frightening noise emitted 
from the R/H rear wheel. 

“Don get the hub cap off.”’ | or- 
dered. 

Sure enough the wheel nuts 
were loose. 

Before any of us could ask Don 
quickly ponted out what he was. 

He had forgotten to tighten the 
wheel nuts on the Saturday. 

Once more we were on the 
move and on the final stage. Ad- 
mittedly wondering if any more 
little dramas would occur. 

Happily we arrived home about 
11.30 pm and still wondering how 
it took 8 hours to drive the 4% 
hours it would normally take to 
drive from Moree. 

In conclusion: a tremendous 
weekend away to a Federal Rally. 
Some very humourous moments 
way too rude to record. 

My thanks to Brad, Keith, 
Gordon, Adrian, Alan and Don. 
Truly friends to be with when 
broken down in the outback, wet 
and freezing cold. 


BARRY SPARKS 


U.S. REQUIREMENTS 


Mr Charles A. Nagler, President 
of Metallurgical Consultants Inc of 
13550 Auburn Avenue, Detroit, 
Michigan 48223 and one of our 
overseas subscribers writes that 
he is restoring a 1925 3-litre 
Bentley and is in need of a pair of 
slopers. Any member who can 
assist should write to Mr Nagler 
direct, please. 


FOR SALE: 
S3 Bentley, very low mileage, ex- 
cellent original order. Wanted: 
Veteran Silver Ghost:- — Brian 
MacMahon, S.A. Branch. 

FOR SALE 


1923 20HP Rolls-Royce _ barrel- 
shaped tourer by Barker. Chassis 
number 59-S7. In excellent origi- 
nal condition. ContactP W 
Shields, 5 Gold Street, Blakehurst, 
NSW 2221. Phone 546 4468 or 
50 8283. 


REMINISCING 
ONA 
TWENTY ...... 


by 
John 
Flockart 


| was most intrigued by Bill 
Coburn’s article on the Kenway 25 
H.P. Intrigued because it is sucha 
charmingly attractive example of 
the small Rolls, intrigued by the 
flood of reminiscence it provok- 
ed, intrigued as much as anything 
by Bill’s reaction, as a modern mo- 
torist, to being suddenly confront- 
ed with the vintage machine. My 
own experience has been so much 
the opposite | was quite startled by 
the novelty of this situation. | can 
just recall as an early childhood 
memory the day my father 
brought home his latest treasure, 
a 1923 20 H.P. tourer (69-H-8—). 
This distant event was in 1930 and | 
recall the amazing sensation of si- 
lence during a short trial run. Lest 
anyone query why | should men- 
tion the Twenty in connection 
with the Twentyfive, let me point 
out they are as closely related asa 
4% litre Mark Vlis toa4%. 

The Twenty became my mo- 
ther’s car and a real family car in 
which | travelled a great deal. | can 
recall being impressed by the ar- 
ray of instruments and controls, a 
most unusual feature even in 
those vintage days. Being mechan- 
ically minded from an early age 
they aroused my insatiable curio- 
sity, and step by step, | learnt what 
all of them were for whilst still real- 
ly achild. 

The original owner was short of 
stature, sO was my mother, thus 
the driving seat in the tailor made 
body suited her to perfection. 
Likewise myself in my mid teens, 
though it is rather different now 
being six feet plus. My mother was 


always keen to have a goat things, 
and during country holidays invit- 
ed me to try my hand at the wheel 
some years before | could legally 
drive. It was wartime, the roads 
nearly deserted, and when | hesi- 
tated, she insisted that opportuni- 
ties should not be missed, espec- 
ially motorwise, petrol supplies 
being what they were. There is 
certainly a special providence that 
takes care of beginners and fools. | 
was undoubtedly so blessed. | had 
a pretty good idea of the drill re- 
quired but no ifea of the feel of the 
controls, nor, in this case, any un- 
derstanding of how these cars re- 
spond so handsomely to the 
gentle, sensitive touch. That came 
much later. We more or less 
rocketed into orbit as it were, no 
stalling or nonsense with kang- 
aroo petrol; even the changes up 
into top were passable. Even with 
a tutor this is no mean feat, as 
never in all my years motoring 
have | found a gear box so de- 
manding as on the three speed 
Twenty. It is not a difficult box in 
the sense of being brutish, it 
simply demands absolutely cor- 
rect meshing speeds and is merci- 
less on the bungler. Once you 
have lived with it and learned its 
ways it is sweet and light to use. 
Making the upward changes came 
fairly soon, the downward 
changes years later. Even so it was 
the most humbling experience 
learning to make proper changes. 
Once the gear is missed the lear- 
ner is lucky to retrieve the situa- 
tion other than by stopping and 
starting again. A perfectly silent 


car being driven by someone cre- 
ating the most excrutiating noises 
from the gearbox seems to draw 
all eyes, and indeed, one feels like 
sinking beneath the floorboards, 
red face and all. 

During one of these holiday 
periods | made my first sortie out 
in the car alone. My mother be- 
came very ill, a recurrence of a 
mystery illness which had dis- 
tressed her on many occasions 
during the preceding six months. 
My father was coming from Mel- 
bourne by train on the Friday 
evening as usual, but on this occa- 
sion, my mother asked me to take 
the Rolls to meet the train, rather 
than leave my father to walk the 
two or three miles from the sta- 
tion. | remember very clearly be- 
ing concerned at two things. One 
was the uncertainty of my father’s 
reaction, despite my mother’s as- 
surances | felt he could well be 
furiously angry. The other con- 
cern was that on no account must | 
damage the car. | had by then mas- 
tered the art of getting away from 
rest through the gears, and as the 
going was basically down hill, off 
the main highway, there were real- 
ly no difficulties. That all sounds 
most prosaic, every driver eventu- 
ally looks upon these little trips as 
one of the motoring chores. Tome 
this journey was quite different. | 
had charge of a car which re- 
sponds to the driver doing the 
right thing by it, and this time had 
no one at my elbow telling me 
what to do. By the time | reached 
the station the strangeness had 
gone and | had started to become 


at one with the car and savor its 
charm of manner. | did not really 
want to stop driving and there for 
all time a motoring addict was 
born. Nor was my father displeas- 
ed, so it remains a very treasured 
memory. 

It can be seen that | learnt, to 
quote Bill Coburn, ‘‘to fiddle with 
authority” very early on, and | find 
the term fiddle bothers me. The 
early Rolls Royces provided a deal 
more driver control than was gen- 
erally found. This allowed the 
driver to get the best possible 
from his vehicle in the absence of 
complete automatic control of 
such important things as spark ad- 
vance, mixture strength, water 
temperature, and a number of 
minor items such as idling speed 
and charging rate. Once accus- 
tomed to the car most adjustments 
are made during the warming up 
process and once normal running 
temperature is attained there is 
seldom any necessity to reset the 
controls. One can of course 
“fiddle” but if it is fiddling for the 
sake of fiddling it will make not 
one iota of improvement to the 
car’s performance, it may well, in 
fact, detract from it. Should it be 
actually necessary, and | draw a 
very definite distinction here, to 
be constantly resetting the con- 
trols, then | would seriously ask 
how well the engine is tuned. | 
once drove a Ghost which requir- 
ed constant alteration of spark and 
mixture setting. The mixture lever 
needed to be moved almost in se- 
quence with the accelerator. 
Within the first half mile | knew 
the main and slow running jets 
were incorrectly synchronized, 
and in a little more distance de- 
cided things were woefully amiss 
with the ignition. 

Although the article on the 
Twentyfive intended to stress the 
difference between the modern 
car and the vintage machine, | am 
concerned at the clear impression 
that the Twentyfive is tiresome to 
drive anda dreary brute to service. 
| find it hard to believe this picture 
true, and if itis, it should not be. 

It is some years since | had the 
Rolls running. The last occasion | 
had the car on the road was after 
my father’s death when | wanted it 
more safely housed than in an 
open shed on a deserted country 
property. It was then several years 
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since | had last taken the wheel. | 
drove nearly fifty miles during 
which | found there were very 
good reasons, apart from the ob- 
vious shabbiness, why my father 
had ceased to use the car. | ap- 
plied the foot brake and it felt and 
sounded like an enormous coffee 
grinder starting up behind me. 
Unbelieving, | then used the hand 
brake and achieved the usual si- 
lent stop. Later to make sure | tried 
the foot brake again, this time with 
more determination. Very hor- 
rible. | also found the main jet was 
not opening properly, and that 
pulling hard, the noise | had wish- 
fully passed off as a tappet being 
rather vocal was quite unmistak- 
ably a bearing thump. Despite 
these shortcomings, and the flap- 
ping remnants of the hood over- 
head, (it refused to fold) the drive 
was great fun. This is my point. 
There would have been no enjoy- 
ment if the car had beena brute to 
handle. Perhaps | should also note 
that on this occasion the car was 
running on the magneto. 

As suggested in the article to en- 
joy these cars itis really a matter of 
familiarity. The operating routine 
is quite specific. If | went to start 
the car now | would not just go out 
and start up. It would be the let me 
see, what comes next business. 
You start in the centre of the car, 
check the gear lever is in neutral 
and the radiator shutter lever at 
“closed”. Starting carburrettor 
control is moved to ‘“‘on’’, mixture 
lever to ‘‘strong’’. Throttle and ig- 
nition levers should be at the bot- 
tom of their quadrants (throttle 
closed and ignition retarded), 
then you can switch the ignition 
on. You then walk round to the 
front of the car, engage the start- 


ing handle somewhere on the up- 
stroke, pull over compression, 
then continue down and over the 
next compression, which will pro- 
bably put you in business. Once 
the engine fires it needs a rapid 
sprint for the controls to advance 
the spark before the engine stalls. 
The superb carburation character- 
istics that give such an obligingly 
easy cold start unfortunately pro- 
vide an over-rich mixture for run- 
ning, and unless the spark is ad- 
vanced quickly to pick up revs, the 
engine will stall due to hunting. 
Naturally all this excitement can 
be avoided by using the starter, as 
you can then advance the spark 
immediately the engine fires. Fora 
variety of reasons, best ignored 
here, the Rolls more often than 
not seems to have suffered from a 
semi flat battery, so a hand start 
from cold has been a common- 
place event. If you areina hurry it 
isa real bind, but otherwise | must 
confess to finding the hand start 
routine fascinating. Almost magic- 
ally the load is twitched away from 
the starting handle and the engine 
is running with a dead slow chuff, 
chuff, from the exhaust, the most 
prominent noise being the com- 
paratively deafening hiss from the 
starting carb. For a few minutes 
there seems a constant need to 
juggle with the hand throttle set- 
ting, starting carburrettor and mix- 
ture controls, to keep the engine 
running happily during the initial 
warm-up Stage, the need being to 
combat over-richness. This is the 
only period of running which is 
demanding on the driver's atten- 
tion. It seems (with 69-H-8 at all 
events) the mixture strength is 
quite critical during this early 
warm-up stage, as the engine will 


immediately stall if you get it too 
weak. 

My father always averred that 
the % of a gallon of oil recom- 
mended as the sump level speci- 
fically referred to U.K. conditions, 
the idea being to minimise the 
warm-up period required for the 
oil to reach optimum working vis- 
cosity. For long distance touring 
or hot climate use the sump 
should be kept to the full mark, it 
then containing one gallon. | have 
never found any published infor- 
mation referring to that, but at the 
same time when All British Motors 
were the Melbourne agents my 
father was very friendly with both 
the manager and service manager. 
No doubt this was the source of 
his information. The recommen- 
dation in those days was a straight 
oil of S.A.E. 30 rating, with which 
my father did not agree. He felt the 
Car ran more smoothly with S.A.E. 
40 oil in the sump, and used this 
grade regularly from very soon af- 
ter he bought the car, and always 
the sump level was kept to the full 
mark. 

Talking of oil levels reminds me 
my father had a dour little com- 
ment with which he delighted to 
deflate over enthusiastic viewers. 
The interest of others in a posses- 
sion which is a source of pride and 
pleasure is always a boost to the 
ego but there are drawbacks. It 
can become tiresome to someone 
endlessly rhapsodising on the 
superb workmanship, absolute 
perfection of design, etc., etc. My 
father’s answer was to wait for the 
opportunity, and it would come, 
quite inevitably, to comment 
“Well, | don’t know, | could quite 
easily improve on it.” This will 
stop the most ardent waffler in his 
tracks. To the challenge “how”, 
my father’s reply was, “well firstly, 
| would provide a sump level indi- 
cator that you can read without 
kneeling down and _ peering 
through the spokes of the spare 
wheel.” 

| must sympathise with Bill over 
the fan belt. The original Whittle 
belt lasted on 69—H-8 until one 
day in 1948 when it broke and 
wrapped itself round the distri- 
butor towerand top radiator hose. 
Fortunately it did so silently, the 
give away being the sudden unex- 
plained rise in water temperature. 
Prior to this incident, it had been 
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obvious the Whittle belt was due 
for replacement for it was noisy. In 
fact it rattled so unpleasantly that 
when a modern rubber vee belt 
was fitted, the silence was start- 
ling. 

It could be other examples of 
the early small Rolls Royce are not 
as demanding, as this one had a 
very carefully turned carburrettor 
with economy in mind. More to 
the point, my father always in- 
sisted on perfect engine tune asa 
whole, despite a philosophy that 
when going well leave things well 
alone. My mother looked after the 
washing and cleaning the car, and 
my father the mechanical side. 
Any suggestion of mechanical im- 
perfeetion was tracked down im- 
mediately, and the car always ran 
superbly. When it comes to sheer 
sweetness of running, I’ve been 
well and truly spoilt by this car. 
Which is as it should be, for that is 
where it charm lies. If you can start 
to talk of performance in the 
speed idiom, then you must talk 
very quietly, not that there is really 
any shame in this, as truly per- 
formance is an overall quality. 
Despite the sales publicity offer- 
ing a multitude of body styles, 
there is no doubt the design was 
created with the open tourer body 
in mind. 69-H-8 tips the scales at 28 
cwt. ready for the road which con- 
siderably redresses the handicap 
of alow power output. In combin- 
ation with the tremendous low 
speed torque there are situations 
where the car can be surprizingly 
lively. If you stop to think aboutit, 
this also emphasizes how com- 
pletely the chassis would be killed 
by the formal seven seater style of 
closed bodywork. 

Having, | hope, satisfactorily es- 
tablished my credentials, let me 


comment on some of the other 
features more specifically men 


tioned in the article on the 
Twentyfive. 
| feel the comments on the 


Autovac petrol feed are unfortu 
nate. To the uninitiated the 
vacuum tank is a continuing mys- 
tery and unfortunately the some- 
what dubious types fitted to vin- 
tage Americana appear to have 
branded all vacuum tanks as unre- 
liable. The Autovac fitted to 
69—H-8 has never been other than 
the device which brings the petrol 
from the tank to the carburrettor. 
It has never failed. It has never 
needed repair or overhaul. It just 
functions; perfectly. The bogey of 
a dry tank is more imaginary than 
real. The easiest way out of this 
difficulty, without endless crank 
ing on the starter, is to slip the cap 
off the float chamber and fill the 
carburrettor with petrol. It is un- 
usual for one carburrettor full not 
to run the engine long enough to 
re-establish the supply in the 
vacuum tank. Perhaps | have been 
more fortunate than most, but | 
have always been impressed by 
the trouble free service | have had 
from the vacuum tank feed, and 
not only by R.R. Far and away su- 
perior to the modern fuel pumpin 
this respect. 

| feel the Kenway Twentyfive 
must require some attention to 
the magneto ignition. The term 
stand-by ignition was never in- 
tended to imply a crude get you 
home only ignition. Two ignition 
systems became standard on the 
Twenty in 1924 but it could not be 
claimed the car was fitted with 
dual ignition in the accepted man- 
ner, as the two could not be used 
simultaneously, nor could a 
change from one to the other be 
effected from the driving seat. The 
term standy-by thus precisely des- 
cribed the magneto’s use. When 
the Twenty was introduced in 1922 
battery ignition was considered by 
the company to be developed to a 
standard of performance and re- 
liability that made it a preferable 
choice to the magneto. However 
traditional customer preference 
demanded the option of a mag- 
neto being made available. The 
original option was a standard 6 
cylinder E06 Watford magneto, 
permanently coupled to the gen- 
erator drive, with HT plug leads 


and harness all to be changed over 
when the magneto was needed. 
Also to be remembered was to 
correctly disconnect the perma- 
nent earth wire when bringing the 
magneto into use. The later type 
Watford 101, as fitted also to the 
Twentyfive, was a neater installa- 
tion, and additionally consider- 
ably simplified the change-over 
procedure. On 69-H-8 the mag- 
neto has been taken for granted as 
with the vacuum tank. Just a piece 
of equipment that sits there, 
called into use on odd occasions. 
In contrast to the Kenway Twenty- 
five the car has always had a slight- 
ly better performance when the 
magneto is in use, being just that 
little bit more lively in pick-up and 
acceleration. The thought has 
been that the timing may be more 
advanced on the magneto than the 
battery ignition; it could of course 
be checked, but never has been. 
Incidentally despite the handbook 
advice to run normally with the ig- 
nition lever three quarters of the 
way towards full advance, leaving 
extreme conditions to be handled 
by manual control, it has always 
been found advantageous run 
with the lever at full advance. This 
applies both to battery and mag- 
neto ignition. Presumably this is a 
reflection of the changes in fuel 
specification over the years. 

To answer the obvious query, 
why not then always use the mag-~ 
neto.1. At the lower speeds it is 
essential to make full use of the 
spark advance lever to obtain the 
accustomed smoothness and per- 
formance. 2. It is not possible to 
start on the switch. 3. It is not 
possible to start the engine by 
hand when cold — or more cor- 
rectly, | have yet to see it done. 
Basically it isa convenience factor. 
Commenting on its compact size, 
a number of people over the years 
have asked if it is possible to start 
the engine normally on the mag- 
neto, the necessity of a push start 
being envisaged. There is no diffi- 
culty so long as the battery is fully 
charged, as in common with most 
magnetos, the minimum cranking 
speed for starting is higher than 
with coil ignition. 

The brake servo on the Twenty- 
five must be very similar to that 
fitted on the later Twenty’s, and 
having had occasion to dismantle 
one of the latter | can only com- 
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ment that once again the complex- 
ities are more apparent than real. 
Designed on similar principles, 
the simplified unit on the post-war 
cars looks neater and less intimi- 
dating, and is certainly easier to 
service, but for my money the 
original Royce design stands head 
and shoulders over the modern 
design if you are looking at sound 
basic engineering. 

| am somewhat aghast that the 
Dunlop centre lock wheel should 
be damned by faint praise by 
comparison with the Rudge-Whit- 
worth hub. I’ve seen and experi- 
enced maintenance and _ tyre 
changing etc., with both types 
over a period of about forty years 
during which the family stable in- 
cluded the Twenty and a 1240 
Darracq. Quite unquestionably 
the Dunlop system is a most re- 
fined and improved version. The 
essential requirements for the 
successful use of both types are 
cleanliness and thorough lubrica- 
tion of both wheel centre and hub. 
Without this trouble with the 
wheel working on the hub seems 
inevitable. Neither type should be 
hammered home virtually with a 
sledge hammer. Properly fitted, 
whilst still on the jack, the Dunlop 
wheel can be drawn up tight with 
its special spanner and_ the 
wooden mallet provided. When 
the spanner has almost ceased to 
move with each mallet blow, stop 
and release the locking ring hold- 
ing screw, in the spanner centre, 
and then give one or two more 
mallet blows. The ring will then 
click into place, and so long as 
both hub and wheel centre are 
clean and well greased, the wheel 
will then be tight without exces- 
sive force having been required. | 
have never found one to work 
loose fitted this way. The present 
condition of the hubs on 69-H-8 is 
mute testimony to the efficiency 
of this routine. | should add the 
following a roadside change it has 
been policy to check the fit in the 


home garage where it has often 
been found desirable to clean up 
both wheel centre and hub witha 
stiff brush and petrol, then re- 
grease and refit. | don’t think it is 
sufficiently well understood that 
the centre lock hub (all types) is 
just as much susceptible to dam- 
age from over tightening as from 
slackness. Treating these wheels 
as | have outlined they are always 
easy to fit and remove. Even after 
years of dis-use, when my father 
died and changing of tyres was re- 
quired before moving the vehicle, 
the Rolls wheels slackened to 
hand tightness with two mallet 
blow on the wheel spanner. 

| have titled my article ‘‘Remin- 
iscing’”” and that is how it was in- 
tended to be. Though it has de- 
veloped a somewhat critical vein | 
am not looking to cross swords 
with someone with similar in- 
terests to my own. But then Bill 
Coburn did comment that he has 
always tried to draw people to 
write about their cars. This time 
his hook was well baited. | hope as 
one enthusiast to another we can 
agree to differ over our impres- 
sions of two vintage Rolls-Royce 
Cars. 


JOHN FLOCKART 


A fiendish device seen at Shep- 
parton on the bonnet of GTK47-a 
1926 20HP saloon (Photo 37) 


